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naturally call extensive interests selfishness, and
happiness complacency.

John had not known much happiness yet in
his life, and few persons had cared very actively
whether he were happy or no. He was shy of
his father as his father was shy of him, and
afraid of his mother. Dorothy was a girl.
Mr. Winch was nothing. Only Bennett was his
friend, and Bennett had never much to say.
Now this small boy came and worshipped,
thought him a god, believed everything that
John told him, trusted him utterly. Soon they
were inseparable.

Adam did not forget his mother, but she was
always there, while John was something new and
showed him everything that he wanted to see.

When Judith realised that she was jealous she
was amazed at herself. She liked John and
trusted him; Adam could not be with anyone
better. But her jealousy would not let her
alone. She showed it to no one, but something
told her that the first stage of her life with her
son was over. She would never again have him
so completely her own as she had had him during
those first five years. She was alone again. It
seemed to be the one lesson that life was for ever
teaching her. Alone she was; alone she must
ever be. She did not yet realise that it was the
lesson that every other human being was also,
with exasperated tears and helpless gestures,
learning.

The fire of her love for Adam burnt her heart,
it seemed to her.    She stood listening for him.